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CAN YOU WANT AN ALPHA and be terrified of him at the same time?

Kian is terrified of all alphas, his past ensuring he doesn’t trust them. But this particular, handsome, powerful alpha called Nero terrifies him even more because he reminds him of a rough time in his life. He wants him, though. Wants him so much he gets into heat for the first time by being near him, and now what will he do? Can he overcome his fear and give in to his desire? After all, Nero hasn’t done anything to hurt him - on the contrary...

Can you want an omega enough to throw caution to the wind and forget you don’t deserve to be happy?

Nero is a bastard and he knows it. Growing up as he did, he probably had little choice, but now he needs to change if he’s ever going to get close to Kian. The pretty little omega is scared of him, and rightly so, but Nero doesn’t want that. He wants Kian to want him, to let him touch him and kiss him. when Kian has his first heat, all Nero wants is to help but things get... out of hand. They say Kian is frigid, but he’s hot. Too hot.

When Nero’s past catches up with him, he has to fight to return to his omega, and as for Kian... he now has much more to fight for than he ever thought possible when he allowed Nero into his bed.

* This is a steamy 50,000-word mpreg shifter novel with humor and angst and misunderstandings that lead nevertheless to love and cute babies! Intended for adult readers.*
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Chapter One
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Nero

––––––––
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“HEY, MAN. HOW’S IT hanging?”

Nero blinked, torn out of his thoughts, only to find an alpha from his political history class he had a smoke with sometimes. He couldn’t even remember the guy’s name. “All right. What’s up?”

“Going to a Lotus academy evening. Wanna come?”

“What? Nah.”

“I heard the omegas they’re sending are gorgeous. Hot little things. We’ll have a great time. Party, my man.”

“Yeah...” Nero glanced past the guy, distractedly. “Not tonight.”

He didn’t want to jerk off to a show, to leer at some scantily clad omegas playing musical instruments and dancing, ogling them as they moved among the guests serving tea, imagining them naked and in heat.

He’d been there and done that, before. Ever since he’d escaped from the Miller, that dark corner of his past, he’d lived for the day, trying to cram as much pleasure into himself as possible, to erase the memories of pain. So he’d dipped his dick in any willing omega available, only careful not to do it if they were in heat. He wasn’t ready to be a father, much less with an omega he barely knew.

But all that was before he’d first laid eyes on Kian.

And now he was supposed to be coming out of his art class, but he was nowhere in sight, and this idiotic alpha kept blathering on about the Lotus event.

Nero shoved him out of his way and he marched on to investigate Kian’s whereabouts.

“Hey, man, what was that for?” the other alpha called out. “Asshole!”

Yeah, he was an asshole. Big surprise. Everyone knew it. He was an alpha through and through, thinking with his dick, used to fighting to get his way. The only people he didn’t fight with on a regular base were his friends Tiberius and Marcus, and their respective omega mates.

And Kian.

Always Kian.

He still had no idea what it was about the slight, dark-haired, dark-eyed omega that had snagged his attention so completely, so utterly. The omega hadn’t even deigned to talk to him yet. Avoided him. Every move Nero made toward him had him running away. Marcus was still laughing at him for wanting someone who didn’t want him back, who was apparently frigid.

So the rumor mill said, anyway.

Nero should be the one running away. He was a hot-blooded alpha, screwing around with betas and omegas, even an alpha on one memorable occasion, since he’d experienced his first erection. He loved sex. Loved omegas. Loved controlling the game.

And, for some reason, he had a crush on the wrong omega.

Inside the classroom, there was only the teacher with a pile of books and a mildly curious expression on his face when Nero peeked in.

“How may I help you?”

“Oh, no. I mean, no, wrong classroom.” Nero turned and shoved a hand through his short blond hair, tugging. Where had Kian gone?

And why couldn’t Nero let him be? The urge to check that Kian was all right, to keep an eye on him, was overwhelming.

“Nero, there you are.” Tiberius was coming down the hallway, missing his prettier other half—his omega, Reese. It wasn’t often the two were apart, unless, of course, Reese was with the babies.

“Here I am,” Nero agreed. “What do you want?”

“Nice to see you, too, man. Please don’t ask so many questions about me, about Reese and the babies. Makes me uncomfortable.” Tiberius rolled his eyes. “But hey, we’re doing fine.”

“Fuck. I was looking for Kian.”

“The elusive ice prince?”

“Oh, fuck off. He’s not like that.”

Even his coloring wasn’t like that. That was more Nero himself, despite his name: white, blond, blue-eyed. Aloof and arrogant. Rich and reckless. Your run-of-the-mill ice prince, all right.

No, Kian was different, all earthy hues, with smooth golden skin, the dark silk of his hair and the black velvet of his eyes. Like an earth spirit from the legends. His ears were slightly pointy, too, as if his wolf wanted out all the time, or never really left him, a perfect blend with his human side.

“Coming to the salon? Marcus and Jace will be there, with the babies.” Tiberius fell into step beside Nero. “Grab something to eat, catch up.”

“I’m all caught up, thanks.”

“Christ, man. Relax.”

“I’m totally fucking relaxed.”

“Kian might be there.”

Nero stopped. “How would you know that?”

“Just a hunch.”

“Ty.”

“Okay, fine. It’s the time of the year that many omegas hope to become official Bois for alphas to get credits. It’s almost time to—”

“—pay the rent for the next trimester.” Nero frowned. “And you think Kian would want to be anyone’s Boi?”

Bois were servants, in the sense that alphas hired omegas to run errands for them and serve them food and do all sorts of stuff for money to cover their expenses. Omegas at Howl academy often were from poor backgrounds, coming to study on scholarships that didn’t cover living expenses, so they had to come up with ways to pay for their room and food. Tiberius had met his omega, Reese, that way. Reese had been Tiberius’s Boi for a couple of months, until he’d been chased away by Tiberius’s father.

By then Reese had realized he was carrying Tiberius’s babies, and Tiberius had realized he was in love with his Boi, and well. The rest was history, as they say, but the sort with fuzzy, happy, syrupy-sweet endings and chubby-cheeked babies.

So not the sort of story that applied to Nero’s life.

Not that he wanted to talk about it, to anyone. Even to Tiberius, who was a solid, patient friend. Nope, thank you.

“You seriously think Kian’s gonna be there?” He chewed on the inside of his cheek, patting his back pocket for his cigarettes.

“Sure, why not? Bet he needs money like everyone else.”

“But he’s...”

“Shy?”

Withdrawn, quiet, furtive, pretty, the most gorgeous thing Nero had ever seen... But sure, shy would do for now.

“If he isn’t looking to become a Boi, I bet he’ll at least try to land a part-time job as a waiter or delivery boy for the Alpha House,” Tiberius said. “Some omegas have to stop working at this point in the year to focus on their exams, so now is the time to grab a job.”

“True...”

It was a slim chance, knowing Kian. Nero just couldn’t imagine him running around in some random alpha’s employ, sitting next to this alpha, allowing him to... to talk to him, maybe even fucking touch him...

Fuck, no. No fucking way was Nero letting his unlikely scenario come to pass. If Kian wanted a job, he’d work for Nero.

That was final.

Setting his jaw, he opened his stride, hurrying toward the salon, leaving Tiberius behind.

“Hey, man, wait! The fuck’s wrong with you,” his friend called out, hurrying after him. “He may also not be there, you know? It was just a thought. There’s no guarantee.”

As if that mattered. Nothing ever had any guarantees, Nero knew that well enough. But just the thought of seeing Kian had galvanized him, get his blood pumping, his heart pounding. If Kian wasn’t in the salon, then Nero would look until he found him, and then...

Then he’d watch and wait, as he’d been doing for the past ten months.

Watch and long and lust and somewhere deep in his shredded, boarded-up heart he’d hope, just for a fleeting bright moment, that Kian might look back at him and smile.

Happy to see him.

Walk toward him.

Into Nero’s arms.

Yeah, that kind of hope really was dope, wasn’t it? An omega who couldn’t stand being around other omegas, let alone alphas, and who seemed to detest Nero above all others, for some reason...

He’d better kill that hope once and for all.

***
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THE SALON WAS, UNSURPRISINGLY, packed with people and damn noisy. It made sense, with what Tiberius had reminded him of, that it was the beginning of the trimester. He’d never seen so many omegas gathered in the den of the rich, powerful alpha kids, some openly flirting with the alphas, obviously hoping for a job.

The alphas didn’t seem to care, salivating, all but drooling on the pretty omegas. A few betas hung out there, too, but their chances of getting jobs were slim—unless of course all omegas were already employed and more posts were available.

It had to be hard, being a beta, Nero thought absently, as he scanned the large room for Kian, as he always did wherever he was on campus. They were kind of... apart. Alphas and omegas were drawn to each other like iron to magnets, like bees to flowers. Omegas and alphas were the most fertile shifters, two ends on a spectrum. Betas were somewhere in the middle, more like humans than shifters in that respect.

Other respects, too. They didn’t shift as easily and as eagerly, their hormones didn’t rule their lives as much, and they mostly hung out with other betas, building small families and keeping to themselves. They liked jobs where they helped others in environments where being an alpha or omega might be a problem—especially when an omega in heat was around—like hospitals, schools, restaurants. Omega hormones didn’t affect them, and neither did they have the alpha testosterone aggression and possessiveness.

They were a necessary calm and steady part of the shifter world machinery, a stable frame inside which alphas and omegas could run wild and reproduce like bunnies.

Heh.

Nero had no plans of reproducing any time soon—create more Nero lookalikes? Why would he want that? there was too much of his family in the world as it was—but that didn’t help when it came to Kian.

To wanting Kian.

Needing Kian.

God damn it.

And... there he was, as if Nero’s obsessive thoughts had called him into existence out of thin air. Standing a little apart, like always, his little earth spirit, flashing dark eyes and flyaway black hair, that lithe body dressed in loose, dark pants and sweater, and Nero was a goner all over again.

Why couldn’t he let this particular omega go?
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Chapter Two
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Kian

––––––––
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WHAT WAS HE DOING IN the alphas’ salon? Had he gone insane? If only he didn’t need a job to get some money...

Kian sighed and folded his arms over his chest, staying well out of the way of the crowd jostling inside the alpha’s luxurious cafeteria. The sheer amount of pheromones floating on the air was making him dizzy. Were all the other omegas in heat, or what?

He’d often wondered how that felt. Being in heat. He was a late bloomer, it seemed. Most omegas got their first heat with eighteen or so, but he had just turned nineteen and still nada.

Okay, it wasn’t like he regretted it. From what he’d heard, it was a pretty... intense experience. Violent, sometimes. A total loss of control.

But sure, he was curious. Maybe even slightly concerned that he still hadn’t had one. Did it mean he wouldn’t be able to have children?

And what does that matter? a voice whispered at the back of his mind. It’s not as if you’re interested in finding a mate and forming a family, is it? Much less get pregnant by a nameless alpha and then left alone to raise those kids, maybe flirting with every available alpha, hoping for a protector and not getting one.

Or worse, getting one that will manipulate you and beat you up and—

No, no.

Enough.

He was only here for a job, not an alpha, not babies, not a family. In fact, why was he even thinking about those things?

Oh right.

Pheromones. Omegas in heat. Alphas in a frenzy. Noise and crowds and everything he normally stayed away from.

His attention was snagged by a couple sitting in a corner of the salon, a dark-haired alpha, and a blond omega with a twin stroller. He knew them, especially the blond omega.

Jace.

Last time he’d seen him, Jace had been hugely pregnant with the twins. He’d asked Kian if he wanted to touch his belly. Talked about babies and mates and family.

And Kian had touched, and dreamed for all of three minutes what it would be like to be like Jace, smiling with that happy light in his eyes, his belly full of kicking babies, an alpha who loved him and took care of him.

A different lifetime. A parallel universe where Kian was a normal, carefree omega with the world at his feet.

It hadn’t lasted, of course. He’d snapped out of it pretty fast. But he couldn’t help but stare at the small happy family, as Jace cooed at his babies, and Marcus sat beside him, an arm around his mate’s shoulders, looking proud and pleased.

The bite on Jace’s neck was pretty new, too, Kian realized. He didn’t remember it from that time. Truly bonded. Mated.

The prickle of tears in his eyes took him by surprise. Oh, come on. He was happy for Jace, he really was. For anyone in Jace’s place. Kian wasn’t a jealous, petty kind of person.

At least he hoped not.

He reached up, rubbed at the mark on his neck that wouldn’t face, wouldn’t stop aching, and was horrified when he realized. He lowered his hand quickly, and tugged up his turtle neck sweater and huddled against the wall, closing his eyes and pushing the memories away.

Something shifted in the room, on the air, a subtle new thread of scent, and his eyes snapped open even as his stomach twisted.

Him!

He spotted him immediately, and of course, the alpha was looking right back at him, like every time. Tall, broad-shouldered, his hair a white-blond halo, his eyes blazing from across the room at Kian.

Nero.

Oh shit. Kian pushed off the wall and stumbled a few steps before he caught his balance and started to elbow his way through the crowd, looking for the way out.

He’d been queasy all week, a bit dizzy, overheated and sweating. Maybe he’d caught a bug. Nothing unusual in the academy, especially if he insisted on frequenting places where so many shifters gathered, like the salon. The alpha’s scent was a punch to the plexus, to the mind, and he craved it as much as he strived to avoid the guy.

He couldn’t be near him. Couldn’t bear for him to touch him. He was the last person he wanted to see, handsome and sexy as Nero was.

Yet his body wanted him in a way it had never wanted anyone before. He was a virgin, had never experienced a heat in his life, and he was the youngest freshman at the academy, so maybe that wasn’t such a shocker, but still...

Images flashed through his mind of Nero pressing him against a wall and kissing him hard, his big hand around Kian’s neck, keeping him in place, keeping him controlled. Taking control as he ripped Kian’s clothes off and left bite marks all over his body, then yanked Kian’s pants down and—

God damn.

He stumbled again, drunkenly, his body running hot and cold. Chills. He was definitely sick, no other explanation for it. He’d never felt this way, feverish but also... aroused.

He had to get out of there, away from that alpha, that scent, that desire that lashed at him just at the thought of the man. Ducking under a tray full of drinks carried by a red-headed omega, sidestepping a couple kissing, he finally made a beeline for the exit. He could see the tall automatic doors even from his slight height, and it gave him renewed energy to try and reach them. He squeezed between two quarreling omegas, past a frowning alpha...

... and ran smack into a solid chest, two steel arms wrapping around him.

“Whoa!” Nero was looking down at him with those dangerous, green wolf eyes. “You okay?”

No way.

Oh, God.

Panic gripped Kian in a vise, and suddenly he was punching and pushing and shoving until the alpha released him. “Get off me! Get off.”

“Okay, fine.” The hold around him relaxed, allowing him to take a step back. “I was only keeping you from falling.”

“What the hell did you do to him?” another voice was asking, the tone mild, but the adrenaline was too much for Kian’s already churning stomach.

Bending over, he threw up on Nero’s boots.

And after that, he finally pushed past Nero and ran out the door.

***
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THE BUG TORMENTED HIM on and off in the following days and nights—almost as much as the desire for Nero did. He’d find himself waking up from wet dreams in the middle of the night, moaning the alpha’s name, jerking off frantically, his hole so wet that he stained his sheets, his thighs sticky with it all every morning.

What the hell was happening to him? This didn’t feel like a regular bug anymore. And he was feeling worse and worse, headaches and dizziness plaguing him. He felt so hot.

Which was ironic. He’d never experienced a heat and wasn’t in a hurry to have one.

Taking two ibuprofen, just in case, he made himself shower and get dressed, gather his books and head to class. They had a test coming up in literature and math, and he’d been unable to study properly with how off he’d been feeling.

A voice was calling his name from behind him. “Kian! Kian, hey!”

“Oh.” He staggered sideways, knocking his shoulder into the wall. “Shit.”

“Kian? You okay?” It was Jace, he realized, seeing the face through a light haze. “Are you sick?”

“Maybe. Been feeling off.” He wiped the back of his hand over his mouth, fighting nausea.

“You do smell a bit off.” Jace took hold of Kian’s arm, tugged lightly. “Come on. You should go rest. Do you have a friend in the academy who can look in on you later on?”

Kian shook his head, then regretted it as the world spun. “Crap...”

“Oh. No friends?” Jace was still holding his arm. “Then come with me. I’ll take you to your room. We just have to pass by Tiberius’s history class, collect the babies so he can go inside.”

“No... What about the babies? What if I pass them the bug?”

“I’m sure you’ll be fine.” Jace cast him a strange look, half-curious, half-worried. “Come on.”

Kian still balked. “Will Nero be there?”

“Maybe? I don’t know.”

“Know what? I’m fine.” Kian yanked his arm out of Jace’s hold. “Perfectly fine. Go. I’ll be okay.”

“Kian... why don’t you want to see him? Why are you avoiding him?”

“Who?”

“Nero, of course.” Jace sighed. “I’m not saying that you have to want him just because he wants you. The heart doesn’t work that way. Desire, either. But you don’t have to treat him like he’s a leper or something. It hurts him, I can tell.”

“It hurts him?”

“Yeah, like... He’s really into you. For some reason, he wants you so badly, but he knows that you can’t stand to be near him, and I think it’s killing him.”

Killing him. that didn’t sound good, at all. He hadn’t wanted to hurt the alpha, but...

“It’s complicated,” he whispered.

“So what? Try me.”

“And you’re in a hurry to collect your babies.”

“They can wait two minutes longer.”

“Your mate has a class to attend.”

“...and now you’re trying to avoid the topic. Why?”

Kian’s face flamed, even if his heart pounded away in panic. “I’m not. Not avoiding him,” he lied. “I just... can’t be around alphas much.” And this last bit was true.

“And why is that?”

Kian clamped his lips together. He couldn’t tell Jace, no matter how nice he was, the why. Why he avoided alphas, why he avoided Nero in particular. No way. He’d never tell anyone, and that was final.

“Never mind.” Jace still hovered inside Kian’s personal space. “You sure, though? Don’t you want to meet the babies?”

Damn. Kian wanted to meet them very much. Not fair to hit him below the belt like that.

“They must be so cute,” he said wistfully, feeling more light-headed by the minute. “Crap...”

“They are, but you know... I’m kind of biased.”

“You’re cute, so they must be, too, and...” Kian stopped, eyes widening. “I didn’t mean... I’m not flirting with you.”

“Relax.” Jace laughed. “Didn’t think you were. Thanks, by the way.”

Love between omegas did exist, but usually, it was in the form of threesomes, with one alpha. And he wasn’t attracted to Jace at all, well, not in that way. He liked Jace, and Jace was the one person in the whole academy he felt close to, in a brotherly, friendly way.

What was wrong with him today?

“I really should go,” he whispered, stepping back.

“Maybe you can meet the babies another day?” Jace called out as Kian took another step back. “Without the alphas around.”

“I’d like that,” Kian admitted, just because he was feeling so off his mouth kept firing off without any instructions from central HQ—that was, his brain.

“Good. Then I’ll see you in geography class.”

“We share a geography class? Since when?”

“Since today, because I switched classes.” Jace winked at him. “Just go rest, feel better. I’ll be seeing you.”

That would be... nice. Nice, to have a friend at the academy. To see cute babies.

God, his omega instincts had never pinged so much before.

Pheromones, he thought again angrily and spun on his heel to head to his room.

Damn.
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Chapter Three
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Nero

––––––––
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“NERO. HEY, NERO! YOU incorrigible, impossible fucking asshole, are you even listening to me?”

“Huh?” Nero blinked. He was standing in the middle of the academy track. They were in the middle of PE, running laps and he’d just... stopped.

Because...?

Oh, right. He’d thought he’d smelled... that scent.

Kian.

He looked around, wondering if the pretty, hot omega was in one of the changing rooms or showers they’d just run by, half- or fully naked, soaping up that slender body, dark hair dripping into his eyes, shining drops sluicing over that smooth, satiny skin...

“Nero! Come on, man, or the instructor will have both our asses.” Tiberius was jogging on the spot, giving him an exasperated look. “What is it? Are you okay?”

“Yeah...”

“Marcus is still recovering, and you’re lost inside your damn head, I swear...”

Marcus wasn’t with them because his leg was still recovering from a Fae-magic inflicted wound. And Nero was... well, ‘lost’ was as good word as any for it.

He put his head down to resume the run around the track, when he caught it again.

That goddamn scent.

He’d smelled it time and again over the week. He’d almost lost control when Kian had all but flew into his arms in the salon.

He’d fought it.

But it smelled too good. Kian smelled better and stronger than ever, the woodsy notes in his pheromones packing a punch, the sweet vanilla and cinnamon making Nero’s mouth water.

And worst still, he wasn’t the only one. Mated alphas like his friends didn’t seem to notice, but every other alpha’s head came up, nostrils flaring, when Kian walked into a room.

Which made Nero growl deep in his throat. Kian was his, only his.

Even if he didn’t know it yet.

“Everything all right?” Tiberius asked as they ran to catch up with the rest of the class, their long legs eating the distance, their wolf strength meaning they barely sweated as they ran. “You seem so damn distracted all the time. Marcus was asking me if you fell into a Fae trap, too.”

“Tell him to mind his own damn business.”

Tiberius chuckled. “I’m sure you’ve already told him that a number of times. Marcus doesn’t know boundaries and he sure as hell doesn’t listen to you.”

“Thank fuck he’s busy with his progeny right now,” Nero muttered. They’d almost caught up with the group by now. The watery winter sun warmed his face.

“His progeny.” Tiberius laughed out loud. “One might think you don’t ever wanna have any kids of your own, dude.”

Nero grunted and ran faster, starting to overtake his classmates.

“Wait up.” Tiberius, not taking a fucking clue, followed him easily, overtaking the rest. “So, kids? Yes, no?”

“Shut up.”

“Why? It’s an easy question.”

“Easy for you. It’s already done in your case.”

“What’s that supposed to mean? I’ve always wanted kids. They came a bit earlier than expected, that’s all. I didn’t think I’d find my fated mate so soon.”

“Good for you, man. Honestly, I’m happy for you. Now let me be.”

“Oh, come on, Nero. We’ve known each other for years. Since we entered the academy as freshmen. I know you.”

“You know jack squat.”

“I see how you look at my babies, and Marcus’s. You like kids. You want your won. And I know just the right omega for you.”

“Oh yeah? Who’s that?”

“Seriously? Everyone can see how you’re drooling after that Oak Clan kid. Kian.”

“Fuck off, Ty.”

“Sorry, no can do. What’s the story? Why is he avoiding you? Did you tell him in detail what you wanna do to his virgin ass?”

“Shut. Up.”

“You’d be a great dad, Nero, once you got rid of that stick up your ass. You may growl and glare but we know you. You’re a nice guy.”

“I’m not...” He slowed down, suddenly out of breath. “I’m not cut out to be a father.”

“Bullshit.”

“I mean it. So lay off me and leave me be.”

“You know I can’t do that,” Tiberius said, because he was a bastard, and grinned toothily at him. “What are friends for, right?”

“To pester me to death, it seems?” Nero rolled his eyes and jogged, allowing their classmates to catch up with them. “With friends like this who needs enemies, right?”

“That’s harsh. You’re such a drama queen.”

“Yeah, right.”

Tiberius talked a lot of shit, but it was because he didn’t know a thing about Nero and his past. Neither he nor Marcus did, and Nero was keeping it that way, you could damn well bet on it. Nobody needed to know about such bullshit. They’d think less of Nero, and he had no other friends in his life to fucking risk it.

No way.

***
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AFTER AN INORDINATE amount of exercises that normally Nero liked for getting his muscles moving and blood flowing, they were finally dismissed from PE class. He dragged his feet a little, alongside his sweaty classmates, heading to the changing rooms and showers. He didn’t have any more classes today, PE typically scheduled at the end of the school day.

“That jump, man.” Tiberius slapped him on the back, chuckling as he turned away to hit the showers. “You looked more like a squirrel than a wolf.”

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png
GXO+—





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





